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delivered to their respective owners at the journey's
end. Another thing, likewise, the benevolent reader
will be delighted to understand. It may be remembered
that there was an ancient feud between Prince Beel-
zebub and the keeper of the wicket gate, and that the
adherents of the former distinguished personage were
accustomed to shoot deadly arrows at honest pilgrims
while knocking at the door. This dispute, much to the
credit as well of the illustrious potentate above men-
tioned as of the worthy and enlightened directors of
the railroad, has been pacifically arranged on the prin-
ciple of mutual compromise. The prince's subjects are
now pretty numerously employed about the station-
house, some in taking care of the baggage, others in
collecting fuel, feeding the engines, and such congenial
occupations; and I can conscientiously affirm that per-
sons more attentive to their business, more willing to
accommodate, or more generally agreeable to the pas-
sengers, are not to be found on any railroad. Every
good heart must surely exult at so satisfactory an ar-
rangement of an immemorial difficulty.

"Where is Mr. Greatheart?" inquired I. "Beyond
a doubt the directors have engaged that famous old
champion to be chief conductor on the railroad?"

"Why, no," said Mr. Smooth-it-away, with a dry
cough, "He was offered the situation of brakeman;
but, to tell you the truth, our friend Greatheart has
grown preposterously stiff and narrow in his old age.
He has so often guided pilgrims over the road on foot
that he considers it a sin to travel in any other fashion.
Besides, the old fellow had entered so heartily into the
ancient feud with Prince Beelzebub that he would
have been perpetually at blows or ill language with
some of the prince's subjects, and thus have embroiled
us anew. So, on the whole, we were not sorry when
honest Greatheart went off to the Celestial City in a
huff and left us at liberty to choose a more suitable and